GENEVA

the beggar on horse-
back. We two are beg-
gars on horseback* For
the credit of leadership
let us ride carefully.
Leadership, we two
know, is mystical. Then
let us not pretend to un-
derstand it. God may
choose his leaders; but
he may also drop them
with a crash if they get
out of hand. Tell your-
self that every night be-
fore you get into bed,
my boy; and you may
last a while yet.

Loud applause from the British section.

BATTLER. Physician, cure yourself. You need not
prescribe for me.

JUDGE. This is very edifying, gentlemen; and I
thank you both in the name of all present. May I ask
whether this divine guidance of which you are con-
scious has any limits? Does it not imply a world State
with Mr Battler or Signor Bombardone or the British
Foreign Office at its head?

FLANCO. Certainly not in my country. A frontier
is a frontier; and there must be no monkeying with it.
Let these gentlemen manage their own countries and
leave us to manage ours.

JUDGE.  Is that your view, Mr Battler?

BATTLER.   No.    I believe that the most advanced

